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Mr. ARMEY. Mr. Speaker, today I rise to 
honor a distinguished American and someone 
who I am proud to say resides in the 26th Dis-
trict of the great state of Texas, Dr. Jack Kilby. 
Just a few days ago Dr. Kilby was awarded 
the Nobel Prize in Physics for his part in the 
invention and development of the integrated 
circuit. 

Dr. Kilby’s invention of the monolithic inte-
grated circuit—the microchip—some 30 years 
ago laid the conceptual and technical founda-
tion for the entire field of modern microelec-
tronics. It was this breakthrough that made 
possible the sophisticated high-speed com-
puters and large-capacity semiconductor 
memories of today’s information age. 

Dr. Kilby grew up in Great Bend, Kansas. In 
1958, he joined Texas Instruments in Dallas. 
During the summer of that year working with 
borrowed and improvised equipment, he con-
ceived and built the first electronic circuit in 
which all of the components were fabricated in 
a single piece of semiconductor material half 
the size of a paper clip. The successful lab-
oratory demonstration of that first simple 
microchip on September 12, 1958, made his-
tory. 

Jack Kilby went on to pioneer military, in-
dustrial, and commercial applications of 
microchip technology. He is the recipient of 
two of the nation’s most prestigious honors in 
science and engineering; in 1970 he received 
the National Medal of Science, and in 1982 he 
was inducted into the National Inventors Hall 
of Fame, taking his place alongside Henry 
Ford, Thomas Edison, and the Wright Brothers 
in the annals of American innovation. 

Mr. Speaker, the microchip is one of the 
most important inventions of the Information 
Age—indeed, it’s one of the most important in-
ventions in mankind’s long history. Jack Kilby 
deserves our recognition and our thanks. 
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Mr. HALL of Texas. Mr. Speaker, I have 
waited almost a year to place this story in the 
CONGRESSIONAL RECORD. Let’s call it an early 
Christmas story—about the simple but power-
ful gift of kindness, in this case bestowed by 
two pilots on a young boy on Christmas Eve. 
Art Hendon of Terrell, TX, shared this with me 
in December of last year, and I am honored to 
share it with my colleagues today. 

Sometimes the most important gifts are 
given unwittingly. I set about checking the 
instruments in preparation for my last flight 
of the day, a short hop from Atlanta to 
Macon, GA. It was 7:30 P.M. Christmas Eve, 
but instead of forking into Mom’s turkey 
dinner, I was busy getting other people home 
to their families. 

Above the low buzz of talking passengers, I 
heard a rustle behind me. I looked over my 

shoulder. Just outside the cockpit doorway 
was a fresh-faced boy of about nine gazing 
intently at the flight deck. At my glance he 
started to turn away. 

‘‘Hold up,’’ I called. ‘‘Come on in here.’’ I 
had been about his age when I first saw a 
flight panel lit up like a Christmas tree and 
I could hardly wait to get my pilot’s wings. 
But now that I was 24 and first officer at a 
commuter airline, I wondered if I’d made the 
right choice. Here I was spending my first 
Christmas Eve away from home, and what 
was I accomplishing? How was I making my 
mark in the world, let alone doing God’s 
work, just hauling people from city to city? 

The boy stepped cautiously into the cock-
pit. ‘‘My name’s Chad,’’ I said, sticking out 
my hand. With a shy smile he put his hand 
in mine. ‘‘I’m Sam.’’ He turned to the empty 
seat beside me. ‘‘Is that for the captain?’’ 

‘‘It sure is and that’s where Captain Jim 
sits.’’ I patted the worn fabric. ‘‘Would you 
like to try it out?’’ 

Sam blinked at me from under this ball 
cap. ‘‘I don’t know . . . I mean . . . well, sure 
if it’s okay.’’ I lowered the seat so he could 
slide into it. 

The captain loved to give demonstrations 
of the plane’s gadgets to kids, but what 
would he think about one sitting in his seat? 
Well, it’s Christmas, I thought. 

I glanced out at the luggage carts being 
wheeled toward the plane, thinking of the 
gifts I wouldn’t be able to give in person to 
my parents and friends the next day. Sam 
told me he and his family had flown in from 
Memphis.

I checked my watch. The captain would be 
in any minute, but Sam looked so thrilled, I 
didn’t want to cut short his fun. I gave the 
instrument panel another once-over, telling 
Sam what each button and lever did. 

Finally Captain Jim clambered aboard, 
‘‘Howdy, partner.’’ He gave Sam a broad 
grin. ‘‘You know, son,’’ he drawled, ‘‘I don’t 
mind you staying with us for a while if you’ll 
switch with me.’’ Sam let the captain take 
his place and I made introductions. 

We began previewing the startup checklist. 
I kept thinking the captain would send Sam 
away, but the boy was still peering over my 
shoulder when the ramp agent radioed to ask 
if we were ready to turn on the first engine 
in start sequence, number four. I relayed the 
question to the captain, who was studying 
the weather reports. 

‘‘I’m still going over these,’’ he said. ‘‘You 
guys go ahead and start it.’’ 

‘‘Okay, starting . . .’’ I said, positioning 
the switches. Then I did a double take. ‘Did 
you say you guys’?’’ 

‘‘Yeah, go ahead.’’ 
I looked over at the captain, and back at 

the fight panel. ‘‘Right.’’ I flicked on the 
plane’s flashing red beacon to signal the 
start. Then I turned to my new assistant. 

‘‘You ever start an airplane before, Sam?’’ 
Eyes wide, he shook his head. Following 

my instructions, Sam carefully turned a 
knob on the overhead console that switched 
on the igniters. then he pressed a button as 
big as his hand to start the engine. Finally, 
with both hands he slid forward a lever to in-
troduce the fuel. The engine hummed to life. 

Sam slowly let go of the lever and stepped 
back, awestruck. He’d gotten to start an air-
plane, an honest-to-goodness airliner. I’m 
not sure if I’d have believed it myself at his 
age. I thanked Sam for helping us out. 

‘‘No, thank you, sir,’’ Sam said. ‘‘This was 
really great!’’ 

As he backed out of the doorway into the 
cabin, the plane resonated with the sound of 
the engine he’d started. ‘‘You have a merry 
Christmas, son, you hear?’’ the captain said. 

Sam looked like he was about to cry with 
happiness. ‘‘I will, sir, I will. Thank you!’’ 
With one last look at the flight deck he 
turned and walked down the aisle. We start-
ed up the other engines, took off, and arrived 
in Macon about 40 minutes later. Early 
Christmas morning, as we settled into the 
cockpit for the trip back to Atlanta, one of 
the gate agents ducked in. ‘‘Hey, guys, some 
kid’s mother came by this morning. She 
wanted to make sure I thanked you for show-
ing her son around last night. Said he 
couldn’t stop talking about the cockpit. She 
left this for you.’’ 

The gate agent set a red tin on the center 
console.

‘‘Well, I’ll be,’’ the captain said. He bit into 
one of the chocolate chip cookies from the 
tin. Then he unfolded the note taped to its 
cover and read it silently. He sighed deeply 
and turned to me, ‘‘Boy’s got cancer,’’ he 
said, and read the note aloud: 

Dear Sirs, Thank you for allowing Sam to 
watch you work on Christmas Eve night. 
Sam has cancer and has been undergoing 
chemotherapy in Memphis. This is the first 
time he has been home since the treatment 
began. We drove Sam up to the hospital, but 
since he loves airplanes, we decided to fly 
him back home. I am not sure if he will ever 
get to fly again. His doctor has said that 
Sam may have only a few months left. Sam 
has always dreamed of becoming an airline 
pilot. The flight we took from Memphis to 
Atlanta was exhilarating for him. He wasn’t 
sure flying on one of your ‘‘little’’ airplanes 
would be as much fun, but you two gentle-
men gave him the greatest Christmas gift 
imaginable. For a few short minutes his 
dream came true, thanks to you. 

I looked out at the runway gleaming before 
us in the sun. When I turned back to Jim, he 
was still staring at the note. A flight attend-
ant came in and said the passengers were 
ready for departure. She stowed the cookies 
away and we went through the checklist. 
Then Captain Jim cleared his throat and 
called out, ‘‘Starting number four.’’ 

I’d wanted to be home with my loved ones, 
exchanging gifts for the holidays. But that 
little boy showed me that sometimes the 
most important gifts we give are given un-
wittingly and the most precious ones we get 
come from strangers. I can serve God’s pur-
pose no matter where I am, as long as I let 
the spirit that moved me that night guide 
me always. 
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MIAMI RACES FOR THE CURE 
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OF FLORIDA
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Ms. ROS-LEHTINEN. Mr. Speaker, last Sat-
urday, members of the South Florida commu-
nity came together in an effort to eradicate 
breast cancer. Nearly 5,000 people partici-
pated in the Komen Miami/Ft. Lauderdale 
Race for the Cure. 

Before the race, Nancy Brinker, founder of 
the Susan G. Komen Breast Cancer Founda-
tion, delighted the crowd with her compas-
sionate words and Soraya, the well-known 
Latin American singer, who underwent a mas-
tectomy several weeks ago, translated Nan-
cy’s message of hope and inspiration into 
Spanish before walking the course. This year’s 
race was dedicated to Patti Walsh, a Race for 
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